(content warning- mentions of sexual assault.) 
Hello, and welcome to the internet archive. 


Should you find access to this supplementary manifesto, then you have found your way into 
possessing the previously not-quite deleted yet scarcely acquirable novel the new adult’s guide 
to sweating and breathing in the twenty-first century by Tim Rogers’. As is the case for most of 
his (public) writing endeavors, this attempt at literature concerns itself primarily with 
documenting the life of its author through comically labyrinthine prose. In an escalation of 
Rogers’ playfully adjective-full approach, this novel is, in actuality, five densely written volumes 
split into as many books, each of which concern one section of Rogers’ exploits living in Japan 
over the course of the 2000s. They are titled as follows, in exactly this order- 


e book 1- an incident involving a human body (a story in which a few people die and 
everyone else lives) 
book 2- the most gorgeous situation (a story in which no one dies) 
book 3- to love in the time of global warming (part one) (or, ‘she sweats; he does not 
apologize’) 

e book 3- to love in the time of global warming (part two) (or, ‘a murder mystery in which no 
one dies’) 

e book 3- to love in the time of global warming (part four) (or, ‘a world in which all of the 
escalators have stopped.’) 

e book 3- to love in the time of global warming (part three) (a pistol pointed at mount 
everest, or, ‘the year it rained’) 


Originally only available for purchase sometime after the second half of the year 2010 via email 
correspondence and payment to Rogers himself, the following narrative effort has since been 
found by myself after days spent casually scraping the internet for any reference to this work. 
Now, after what might generously be estimated as nearly a decade spent trapped in a zip file 
within a MEGA link passed around through whispers, the novel finds itself uploaded to the 
Internet Archive so as to provide the curious an ease-of-access they rightly deserve. 
Accompanying this upload is the cover for book 1, presumably the first of five possible covers 
for each book. Sadly, at the date of this archival upload’s publication, attempts at finding these 
other hypothetical illustrations have proven fruitless. 


Like most written efforts prior to his time as a video producer at Kotaku, Rogers has taken 
numerous steps to separate himself from the work he produced during the 2000s. This has 


‘In actuality, this is a much shorter version of the title, which in full reads- 


the new adult’s guide to sweating and breathing in the twenty-first century 

(‘to love in the time of global warming”) 

((or, “a story about a green haired girl”) 

three novels which almost certainly do not have happy endings (or maybe they do) 
by tim rogers 


proven to be quite curious considering the man frequently boasts about his past, going so far as 
to base much of the criticism found in his Action Button Reviews video series around 
recollections of his own life. However, despite this fascination with the self, Rogers’ early 
autobiographical feats on his blog Large Prime Numbers? have been abandoned sometime after 
the publication of the new adult’s guide to sweating and breathing in the twenty-first century, 
with the website’s contents having reduced ten + years of writing to a scant few essays. Within 
at least two of these publicly available writings though®, he makes direct reference to the project 
and its nature as an autobiography. The allusiveness of the book and its scant availability 
seemed too interesting of an exercise in research and archival to pass, so | set out to acquire it. 


When | finally found this work, | was ecstatic that | had happened upon the writings of a creative 
| admired and respected so that | might share it with other like-minded individuals. After reading 
the new adult’s guide to sweating and breathing in the twenty-first century in full though, it felt 
irresponsible not to acknowledge the grim reality of this novel when uploading it, as the reasons 
for its purposefully roundabout availability and prompt nuking off the internet became perfectly 
clear beyond the context of his purported dissatisfaction as outlined in the Twitter exchange 
down below. 


_©& tim rogers 
& out of context quote from something i have written: "He was dressed as 
though he'd been chewing gum the first time he had sex” 


Brittan Dunham 
what ever happened to your book? 


tim rogers 


i wrote it! i wrote all of it! and i sort of hate it. it's too big 
and maybe not real enough. :-/ 


? For those concerned about lost media, the contents of Large Prime Numbers, despite being wiped, 
aren’t gone. You can easily find the blog and the essays that once populated it via the Wayback Machine. 


All one needs is the URL- www.largeprimenumbers.com 


3 These references are found in the essays the blender who would recite shakespeare and should you 
see blood on the last day of travel, respectively. Both of which can be found on his website via the 
Wayback Machine. 


This is an ugly, self-indulgent autobiography about a young man aimlessly wandering around 
Tokyo, Japan as he routinely disrupts the lives of the women around him. Over the course of 
five volumes and innumerable anecdotes, Tim Rogers creates a time capsule for who he was 
over the ten-year timeframe this project documents. Stuck firmly within his perspective, the 
reader finds themselves trapped alongside Rogers as he gleefully details his inner-most 
thoughts and desires with morose skin-crawling detail. Much of the prose is dedicated to his 
interest in breasts and the female form as he paints the gaze of his lust with adjectives 
surrounded further by barely-related asides or blunt comparisons. Concurrent to these 
statements, Rogers also flippantly spouts consistently sexist, vaguely racist, and occasionally 
homophobic remarks regarding the individuals who are unfortunate enough to cross his path. It 
makes for a grueling read, especially as his storytelling devolves into him back-to-back 
recounting his sexual exploits for pages at a time. 


As each of the five installments progress, Rogers reveals further unsavory details about his 
personal history and sex life until eventually, it escalates in book 2- the most gorgeous situation 
(a story in which no one dies). The first hundred or so pages of this volume’s contents circle 
around his relationship with Kaoru, a woman whom he eventually moves in with after being 
evicted. Like his other stories surrounding women, much of what he has to say about her 
surrounds various dramatic incidents in their relationships that weave in and out of sexual 
escapades. Then, without warning, on the bottom of page 93, Tim Rogers admits to having 
sexually assaulted Kaoru in her own home. 


I went upstairs, where she was sitting in the middle of the bed in her panties 
and bra, about to change into clothes. 

“You could have knocked.” 

“You could have locked the door.” 

I suppose what I did was rape her. The simulated rape thing was something 
she'd expressed interest in before. She once said she wanted me to surprise her, to rip 
her panties off and stuff them in her mouth to keep her quiet. That’s what I did. She 
laughed a little bit when she realized it was starting. Then she went cold and quiet. As 
per her earlier request, despite her maybe-simulated, maybe-terrified protests, I 
ejaculated into her without a condom. When I was done doing that, I tied her to the bed 
with some of her own T-shirts and I fingered her until I was hard again. Then I pseudo- 
raped her again, ejaculating into her again. I repeated this one more time, making it last 
an hour, keeping the thrusts as violent as I could manage. At one point, she worked the 
panties out of her throat and began moaning like a goose dying by the side of a road. She 
didn’t say “stop” once. At one point, her bedroom door handle rattled. I'd locked it. I 
turned her over on her side. I tied her tied-up feet to her tied-up wrists. I did her in the 
anus, and she made a sound like the word “How?” stretched to glacier velocity. Dinner 
that night was awkward. She didn’t get pregnant, and she didn’t commit suicide. Her 
dog didn’t listen to me, or anyone, ever again. Three days passed, a labyrinth of silences 
and non-conversations. 

I was back out on the street. I stored my small suitcase full of valuables in my 
friend FFD’s apartment and I became a man of the backpack. I spent my money in 
internet cafes arranging meetings with wannabe English speakers, always female, 
always a little bit older than myself. 

I would have sex with Kaoru again, just one more time, in October of that year. 
Or, should I say, she had sex with me. 


The bottom of page 93 of book 2- the most gorgeous situation (a story in which no one dies), wherein Tim Rogers admits 
to sexually assaulting his at-the-time girlfriend. 


Rogers speaks of the event with a horrifying bluntness, going into the specifics of how exactly 
he sexually assaulted Kaoru with a mechanical ease that suggests there’s no remorse on his 
part. It’s a monstrous bit of writing that only serves to further strip his victim of her humanity as 
he immortalizes the event in an already questionable attempt at autobiographical writing. While 
he does suggest that Kaoru had previously expressed a fantasy regarding being raped (with the 
conversation containing this reference happening just eleven pages earlier), her reaction both 
during and after the event as recalled by Rogers makes it clear she was no longer okay with the 
act persisting. Her silent demeanor and prompt eviction of him from her home makes it more 
than clear that what he did crossed the line from fantasy-fulfillment into obvious assault. 


Right then, I felt just like that sentence. 

Years later, as a design director of a large-scale software development project, I'd 
feel much the same way, only Id be so familiar with the frustration by then to have 
coined the phrase “Rubik’s Cube For the Blind”. Deep inside my soul, there was this 
reclusive, born-blind billionaire in a penthouse suite. Every day, he called me, and asked 
me what the Rubik’s Cube on my desk looked like. He didn’t even know what “red” or 
“yellow” or “green” or “blue” or “white” were. He remembered the colors based on their 
names. They were concepts. Every day, he asked me to report the colors of all the 
squares of all the faces on the Rubik’s Cube. Then he asked me to make a move on his 
behalf. That was my only job: thirsting to twist the thing into oblivion, respecting this 
blind man’s wish to do it himself. Maybe being blind would force him to think about it 
more deeply than I'd ever be capable of thinking about anything. 

He still hasn't solved the darn thing. 

Kaoru put her hand on my back. Her hand felt like nothing. 

“You know,” she said, eventually breaking the silence. “I’ve always wanted 
someone to rape me. Can you do that, someday? Just barge in on me in my house, stuff 
my panties down my throat, and really give it to me. Has any girl asked you to do that 
before?” 

“No.” (Only every girl I’ve ever dated.) 

The bottom of page 82 of book 2- the most gorgeous situation (a story in which no one dies), during which Karou talks 
about her fantasy of being raped. 


This never should have happened and the inclusion of this incident within Rogers’ five volume 
autobiography is perplexing. Sexual assault is nothing short of one of the worst crimes any 
human could commit yet as it’s written out here, Rogers seems to almost relish in the details of 
what he did to Kaoru. A monstrously selfish action that serves only to gratify the assaulter is 
instead framed by the author as mildly humorous, with the victim’s cries and discomfort poked at 
with perplexingly juvenile humor undercut by a smugness that suggests a retroactive glee from 
Rogers. While other anecdotes expressed by him in the other volumes of the new adult’s guide 
to sweating and breathing in the twenty-first century exude a general sense of filthy pride, this 
section of book 2 seems especially like the prime reason for the attempted deletion of this 
project. It’s a damning confession yet due to his (at-the-time) relatively unknown niche status, he 
has all but gotten away with his crime with nary a mention of his past. This is, however, all 
assuming the event is as true as the novel suggests it is. 


Often, during discussion of Tim Rogers’ personal non-videogame review essays, it’s speculated 
that the stories he tells are fictitious to some degree. He has in the past admitted that the 
version of himself present through much of his Action Button Reviews work is a persona he 
performs’. In some essays, Rogers goes so far as to admit that details of his “true stories” are 
fabricated or exaggerated’, lending credence to doubt his credibility as a narrator as 
contradictions pop up in his upon furthered scrutiny. One relevant contradiction in his writing 
aptly relates to the issue at hand, as Rogers directly making reference to sexually assaulting a 
woman contradicts a claim he later made in the essay a cartoon androgyne between two 
fashionable imps®, wherein he suggests he never once initiated sex with a woman during his 
time in Japan. However, details within each book of this autobiography more frequently than not 
correlate with claims he’s made within other ventures. 


Much of the time | spent between the discovery of this novel and its publication on the Internet 
Archive was used to confirm just how true his story was by meticulously going through his social 
media from 2001 onwards using the Wayback Machine. As far as I’m able to tell, everything and 
everyone Rogers talks about in the new adult’s guide to sweating and breathing in the 
twenty-first century is based in some sense of confirmable reality. His best friend did commit 
suicide. He was a manga assistant and translator. He did work at Sony Computer 
Entertainment. The Green Haired Girl he fixates so heavily on really is an actual person. He was 
barred from re-entering Japan in 2010. Everything Tim Rogers claims to have done or had 
happened to him between the start and end of the 00s lines up with real world facts as they are 
discoverable now. Out of concern for other non-Rogers affiliated parties, | have opted to not 
disclose the exact particulars of this information so as to not aid in the potential badgering about 
a book that likely has already served as a point of past distress. | suspect that Rogers’ fervent 
fanbase might use this unwillingness on my end to share these points as “proof" that this 
manifesto is baseless however ultimately, maintaining the privacy of innocent parties matters 
more than clownish redditors who spend their free-time gleefully praising a man who makes 
hours-long video reviews for the internet. 


In the interest of clarification, | would like to specify that going into this, it was never my goal to 
cancel or expose Tim Rogers. | search out whatever hard-to-access or “lost” materials that 
interest me to exercise my research abilities and because | find the act of preserving art 
valuable. My intention with uploading previously abandoned material to the Internet 
Archive is not to stir drama- it’s the entire reason why | do so anonymously. Before this 
discovery, | actually quite liked Rogers’ work and found his approach to video game critique of 
boundless interest. Yet to publish this finding without recognizing what this author confesses to 
would be irresponsible and tantamount to hand waving it away. What he claims to have done 


4 Observable between 53:30 to 55:16 during the “director commentary” section of the introduction for 
ACTION BUTTON REVIEWS Cyberpunk 2077. 


° See the essays cake in the basement and just like hamburger; exactly like hamburger, both of which can 
be found on his website via the Wayback Machine. 


8 Should you want to confirm the existence of these claims for yourself, all one has to do is use the 
Wayback Machine to access an archive of Tim Rogers’ essays on his blog, Large Prime Numbers. 


was horrible; Rogers stripped a woman of her autonomy and recalls this act with a blunt 
smarminess that only humiliates her further. Whether the rape he documents is fictional or not, 
the events presented within the new adult’s guide to sweating and breathing in the twenty-first 
century reveal an aspect of Tim Rogers’ character that should be made publicly known. 


When a creator with as ravenous of a fanbase as Tim Rogers exists, it becomes increasingly 
important to spread the word about their character. If the events of the novel are as true as he 
claims they are, then he has done some absolutely deplorable things and actively chosen to 
keep it a secret. If the writing is all fiction, then it raises some serious concerns surrounding 
Rogers, the ways in which he spends his free time and considers the women in his life. Either 
way, this novel and the events told within it must be known so that should they be true, 
an incident such as the one that potentially occurred between Tim Rogers and Kaoru 
might not happen again. I’d love nothing more than the reality of this novel to be that most of it 
is fictional, however, that doesn’t seem to be the case. Do what you will with the new adult’s 
guide to sweating and breathing in the twenty-first century and the information that comes with 
it. 


Art is history and history is art (even if we might not want it to be), 


Anonymous Archival Freak 


(originally uploaded 7/7/2024) 


